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SEZORGIVE the Liberty I aſſume, 
moſt worthy Sir, of putting this my 

& E287 favourite Child under your Protec- 
tion, without having, previouſly, ob- 
tained your Leave. „ 

I had once, indeed, a Thought of taking this 
formal Step; bur then I happily reflected that, 
from a Friend to a Friend, the beſt way of ac- 
coſting was ſans ceremonie. 

Such we have been ſince our firſt Acquain- 
tance; ſuch may we remain till Fate ſhall put 
a Period to our Exiſtence, 

Then may our Works go down, Hand in 
Hand, to lateſt Poſterity, and our Memories 

ae. 
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1 d, in the Theatrical * like as 


Y . of Beaumont and Fletcher. 


Miſtake me not, dear "VER as if I pre- 
fon d to ſet my Fame, Cheek hy Fowl, with 


yours, in any other than the Poetical Light. 
Tis with the Author of the The M----- 


In every . View BY knows " 1 
and will, ever, moſt religiouſly obſerve it. 
When ] conſider you either in your Military 
or your Civil Capacity; when I call to mind 
the Reputation you have acquired in he Courr, 
the Camp, and the Quarter-Seſſions, as the Fine 


Gentleman, the Gallant Soldier, or the — I | 


Joſtioe, here my Emulation ceaſes and my 
Admiration begins. 
And tho I am moſt bortibly rempted, 
this Occaſion, to expatiate in that am- 
pk Field of Panegyrick, which opens to my » 
View; yet I mult be obliged to rein in and 
_ catb the Imperuoſity of my Genius, fot Fear 
of offending that Modeſty, which, as it is 
the eſſential” Characteriſtic by which our 
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DE DICAT TX v 
reſt of his Majeſty's Subjects, ſo no one 
poſſeſſes in a greater Degree than your ſelf, 
unleſs you'll permit me to put in here, 


alſo, my Claim to a Share with you, who 
am, ? : * 


Dear Sir, 
Moft aſſured! 


Your very much obliged, and 


—_ 
* y * a A 


Moft obedient humble Servant, 


* Baliybaugh - Lane, 
March 30, 1745. 


nn 
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OWEN MAC-SWINV. 


* Ballybaugh : An * Village near Dublin, rendered memor- 
able from a Battle tougbiy fought between the Armies of England and 
Ireland; in which fourteen hundred and odd of the Mac-Swinys 
were ſlain in Defence of the holy Catholick Keltgion. 

Keatin's Hiſtory of Ireland, Page 55. 


e 


FREE Shall make no Apology for _ 
YH ing Scenes, being fully perſuaded that 
ui 0 worthy Man will believe, that my 
Deſign, in this Trifle, was to expoſe the Cha- 
rafter 7 @ Phyſician, but the Abufe of it: 
To fet Ignorance and Knavery in a proper 
| Light, and to ſbew how eafily People may be 
deceived, when they are caught by their 
Paſſions. , | NW 
The Hints of this Farce were taken from a 
Petit Piece of Moliere, call d L Amour 
Medecin: I cant flile it a Tranſlation, the 
Quack-Part being intirely new, much of the 
other Characters altered, and the Contrivance 
ſomewhat changed. 
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1 SCENE, Sir Patient Careful's Houſe, 
Enter Sir Patient, -Lyſette and Doris. 


| Sir P ATIEN T; . 
X HAT a ſtrange Thing is Life? And we may 
ſay with — Filoterber of Antiquity, 
That to Live is to War, and one Evil never 
Sx comes without another: I had but one Wife, 
who is dead. | 
. Why, how many would you have? 
Sir Pat. She is dead, Coufin! and I can't think of her 

| without weeping —— hoe —— 1 had indeed ſome Jea- 

- louſy of her Conduct, and we Pd ly; M- 


ſhe was alive again, we ſhould quarrel; but Death has 
* B ended 


\ 


* 
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| 4 ended all og and the Houſe is grown fo ſilent, I 

| ſhall die with Melancholy. 

1 Dor. Comfort yourſelf, ſhe's in a better Place. 

U Sir Pat. 1 know it, and wherever ſhe is ſhe will have 
1 her way,—Of all the Children the poor Woman bore me, 
I have but one Daughter left, and the is the only Trouble 
of my Life! I don't know who ſhe takes after ; ſhe does. 
not ſpeak a Word whole Days together; it muſt be a 
ſtrange Diſcaſe that works ſuch Effects on a Woman's 
| Conſtitution. | 

Ly/. That ſtrange Diſeaſe is Confinement : Uncle, if 
| you'd let her have = uſe of her Legs a little, ſhe*d find 
1 the uſe of her Tongue. 
| ; Sir Pat, How now, Mrs. Flippant ! you don't want the 

uſe of yours, I perceive. 

Ly/. Ha, ha! No, no: I was bred under a Mother, 
thank my Stars! But a Woman muſt needs come to 
her Speaking very ſoon that hangs by a bookiſh old 
Man, as a Bird muſt certainly fing well that hangs under 
a Cuckoo. | 

Sir Pat. How? 

Lyſ. Harkye, Uncle, let her but looſe to the Park, 
the Play, the Drawing-room, or my Lady Tattle's Viſit- 
—_ and, my Tongue for her's, ſhe'll ſpeak in a 
W 


Sir Pat. Your Tongue for her's! a Change indeed 
from one that never ſpeaks to one that never lies ſtill, — 
Harkye, Couſin, do you think ſhe might not come to her 
Speech if ſhe hung under hou? 

Lyſ. Ha, ha, ha! If I teach her, Uncle, I warrant 
you I do Wonders that way; I have talk*d fifty 
young Women out of the Green-{ickneſs, and fifty old 
Men into the Spleen. Here's my Hand, Uncle, let her 
live a little with me, and if you ever complain of her 

being dumb, I'm no Doctor. 
Si Pat. But will you inſure me that I ſhan't complain 
of my bring deaf, when you have done with her ? 


Ly/. 
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Lyſ. The way to provide againſt that, wou'd be to 
marry her, for then ſhe'd have one of her own to exerciſe 
upon. 

Now I think Madam Lucinda is too tender and 

too delicate for the rough Converſation of a Husband, 
and that ſhe has not a Conſtitution to undergo the Fa- 
igue of being fruitful to marry her would certainly 
9 b 

Lyſ. Huſh! not a word of that, for fear ſhe ſhould 
ſteal a Wedding; for in theſe Caſes, let the Danger be 
ever ſo great, a Woman's Reſolution will ſtruggle up 
to It. 

Sir Pat. How innocently the Maids of this Age amuſe 
themſelves! 

Doris. Mrs. Lyſette talks very wildly, Sir ; but the pro- 
| 25 way to cure Madam Lucinda's Melancholy, would 

to ſend her to a Nunnery. g | 
I/. Next to a dark Room, there is nothing like it, 

and a young Woman muſt needs prefer the wonderful 


Charms of Penances and Water-gruel, to the Rough- 


neſs of a Man's Paſſion, and the Fatigue of being 
fruitful. | 

Sir Pat. Very well, you have a head-full of Fiddles 
and Intrigues, preſcribe Dancing and a Husband ; and 
you, Nurſe, who have outlived theſe things, adviſe me to 
a Nunnery : Both your Counſels are certainly very good, 
and I ſhall follow neither of them. — But here comes 
one can counſel me indeed. 


Enter Lucinda, 


Poor Child, ſhe does not ſee me. — Still ſighing! with 
downcaſt Eyes! Good Morning, my Lucinda. Al- 
ways ſad and melancholy? Tell me the Cauſe of it, my 
pretty Dear. Diſcover your little Heart to your little 
Papa, and tell him what diſturbs it then. Shall I kiſs 
thee? Don't enrage me with this Humour, but tell me 
the Cauſe, and I promiſe to do any thing for you, and 
comply with your — be it of what kind W 

2 I can 
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I can ſay no more. — Is there any new Faſhion you have 
a mind to? No. Any Lace or Ribbon? No. Any Lap- 
dog, or Squirrel, or Monkey that you long for? Have 
you a mind to a Husband ? [She mates à Sign of ** 
| , Io. | a Uncle, have you found out the Cauſe of 

er Grief. 5 

Sir Pat. No, ſhe diſtracts me with her Obſtinacy.. 

Ly/. Let me take her to task a little, I'll engage Pll 
find out the Secret. | 8 

Sir Pat. Impoſſible! — And ſince ſhe's reſolved to 
be of that Humour ſtill, I'll &en leave her to't, an im- 
pertinent, whimſical, headſtrong Baggage. [ Fretting. 

Lyſ. Lookye, Couſin, I know ſome Diſtempers are 
harder to own than to get; but when your Friend's your 
+ Phyſician, you may ſpeak freely: And to come to the 
buſineſs at once, is it not a Lover that hes ſo hard u | 
your Mind? [She looks up and ſiniles.] Enough! the 
Symptoms are ſtrong. —— Why, hearkye, Sir —— 
Sir. Pat. Go, ungrateful Child, indulge your Obſti- 
nacy, and break your Father's Heart. — | 

Lucia, Sir, ſince you deſire me to diſcover the Cauſe — 
Sir Pat. Yes, I'II get the better of my Tenderneſs for 


Qu. VVV 
of Lyſ. Why, her Melancholy proceeds 
Sir Pat. She has a mind to kill me. 

Lucin. Sir, IJ am ready 

Sir Pat. Is this the Recompence for all my Cares? 

Lyſ. But, Sir | | 

Sir Pat. In bringing her up as I have done. 

Ly/. The Grief you'd fo fain hear 
Sir Pat. Fil not think of her more. 
 Ly/. *Tis a Husband. 

Hir Pat. Ungrateful! —— 

Lin Pat, I deteſt he 

% A Husband! : 

Sir Pat. Ill renounce her for my. daughter. 

V. Tis a Husband 


Sir 
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Sir Pat. Not tell me What ſhe ails. 
Lyſ. A Hysband! | 
Fir Pat. Not tell me! |; | 
I A Husband! a Husband! a Husband! An old 
Sot. Sure, there's nothing ſo vexatious to a Woman as 

nat to be heard. [ Exit Sir Pat, puſhing out Doris. 
Lucin. I was certainly in the wrong to hide my Grief 

from my Father; you ſee I need only ſpeak, and have 
any thing I wiſh for. 2 
1. A very ſtrange old Fellow, and if he was my Fa- 
ther I ſhould take a great pleaſure to plague him; but 
why didn't you make me of your Counſel before ? 
Tuc. I knew his Temper too well to have any hopes of 
ſucceeding, and it were better I had ſtill conceal'd it. 

Ly/. Never deſpair, if you'll join in't heartily I'll an- 
ſwer for the Event; he is not the firſt wiſe gtave Perſon 
that has been outwitted by a young Girl; their Locks, 
and Bars, and Spies three deep, only heighten the Plea- 
ſure of breaking thro' them. —— But who is the happy 
Man, Lucinda? We muſt draw him into our Plot. 
Lucin. Dear Lyſette, may I then hope? 

Lyſ. For every thing, I'Il ſerve you to the laſt Drop of 
Cunning z we have dull believing Man to work upon, and 
my Life for yours we cheat him, 

: Enter Harry with a Letter. 

Ha! Clitander's Man! I congratulate you, Couſin. 
Harry. Madam, the luckieſt pretence to get by the old 
Gentleman that ever was. 1 Lucha 
Lucin. Come, come, give me the letter. I don't care 
how you got hither, now you are come. Opens it. 

Harry. Nor how I get back again, I ſuppoſe. ¶ Aide. 

. Ly. Ha! how long has your Maſter given our Livery ? 

Harry, About half an Hour, Madam. n 

L/. Wa it fra new. P 

Harry. The Tailor was a ſlovenly Rogue, and ſoil'd it 
EE, making, that's all. Sb dt 

Ly/. It does not fit you. 


Harry. 


n T.. 
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Harry. I love my Clothes tight. 

Lyſ. Lou have changed with my Servant. 

Harry. To amuſe your Ladyſhip no longer, I did; I 
had waited all Day for an Opportunity, and knowing the 
haſte of my Meſſage, and ſeeing your Footman at the 
Door, I deſired him to change Coats with me, and fo I 
ventur'd through in the Face of the Enemy. 

Lucin. Lyſette, your Advice immediately. Look here, 
he tells me, if I'll ſubmit to pretend a melancholy Diſtrac- 
tion, incurable by all other Doctors, he*ll make his Man 
perſonate a Mountebank, and contrive to have him ſent 
for to me, in whoſe Retinue 

Lyſ. Ha, ha! I like the Plot, and we*ll ſmooth the way 
to't by preparing the old Gentleman. — But, Hen, 
how will you do to underſtand Phyſick ? 5 

Harry. Lack-a-day! Madam, living with Beaux all 
my Life, I could not avoid ſeeing a great deal of 
Practice; and as a Lady's Woman makes an ordinary 
Mantua-maker, ſo an ingenious Valet will make a tolera- 
ble Doctor. 

Lyſ. Well then, bid him only be ready, and take no 
care of the reſt. | 

Harry. Yes, Madam. She*s a charming Wench, and if 
he is not ready he deſerves to be hang'd without Benefit 


bl 


of Clergy. Aide and Exit. 


Lucin, My Heart begins to fail me; ſhall I reſiſt my 
Father ? 

Lyſ. Yes, when he reſiſts Nature. Are you to be a 
Child all your Life? An't you of age to be married, and 
does he think you are made of Marble ? 

Lucin. Well, certainly good Advice is a great Conſola- 
tion. | | | 

Lyſ. He won't ſuffer you to marry till you are at years 
of Diſcretion, that is, he won't let you dance till no body 
will take you out, and then will he bring you ſome very 
diſcreet Perſon who never laughed in his Life, who will 
ſtand by you juſt like the Clock! Ha, ha, ha! Old Fel- 


lows pretend to model the Conduct of their Dau * 
. ut 
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But here he comes into the Cloſet, and I'll begin our Stra- 

tagem. 
a 2 Thou art the beſt Friend that ever Woman had, 

ſure. | - 

Lyſ. I'll plague him, if it be poſſible. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Patient. 


*Tis very neceſſary not to hear ſometimes. I did 
wiſely to prevent the Diſcovery of a Paſſion that I was 
reſoly'd not to ſatisfy. Is any thing ſo unhappy as a Pa- 
rent, to heap up Riches with great Pains, and breed a 
Child with Care and Tenderneſs, and have her at laſt 
throw all away upon a Man that we don't like? No, no, 
Pf take better care of my Eſtate and my Child, 


Enter Lyſette. 


L/. O Misfortune! O Diſgrace! Poor Sir Patient, 
where ſhall I find you? 

Sir Pat. What's that ſhe ſays? | 

Ly/. O miſerable Father! what will you do when you 
hear this News? 

Sir Pat. Ha! what is it? 

Lyſ. My poor Couſin, 

Sir Pat. I'm undone! 

Ty. Ah — 

Sir Pat. Lyſette! — 

Lyſ. What a Misfortune ! 

Sir Pat, Lyſette ! 

Lyſ. Fatal Accident 

Sir Pat. Couſin Lyſette, pray 

Lyſ. Ah, Sir! 

Sir Pat. What's the matter ? 
Ly. Your Daughter 

Sir Pat. Oh! Oh! Lies. 

I/. O, dear Sir, don't weep fo. 

Sir Pat, Why, Neice ? 

Ly/. If you do, you'll make me break my Heart 
with laughing, [ Afide. 

Sir 
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Sir Pat. Tell me quickly. - 
W, Your Due, my; poor Couſin — 
Sir Par. Ay! 3 
Lyſ. Touched with the harſh Words you ſpoke to her, 
and with your Rage againſt her, ſhe ran ſuddenly to her 
Chamber,” and, fal of Deſpair, pen d the Window that 
looks to the Tl hames — 
Sir Pat. O miſerable! Oh!" 8 
Lyf. Then lifting up her Eyes, No, faid ſhe, tis im- 
ſſible for me to live under the Reſentment of my Father, 
har ſince he has renounced me for his Daughter — La 
ſhe —— 
Sir Pat. Threw herſelf out, Oh! — 
Lyſ. Flung herſelf dowtt upon the Bed. 


Sir Pat. Ha! | 
Lyſ. And wept bitterly ; . all of a ſudden I obſerved 


her Viſage grew pale, her Eyes look'd wild, the Strin 
of her broke, and ſhe talked— I muſt go loo ook 


after =... „ 
ir Pat. My poor Child! Edward, Edward, come 


litre immediately — my poor Lucinda! 
Enter Edward; 


Why, Edward ! harkye, go get me all the Dogtars you 
can light on, and bring em to my Daughter. - 

Edward. Sir, T don't know, any of em, but if you 
pleaſe to direct me 

Sir Pat. Go to all the Coffee-houſes hereabouts, and 
you'll find half the College ge a ply ying ----- Do&or Medley, 
Doctor Tickle-Pulſe, Doctor Trinket, Doctor Candle, and 
the Gaſcon Phyſician in Soho. | 

Edward. Doctor Pauvre Hugonot de Refugee, that has 


44 wy 


ſo much Money in the Bank? 


Sir Pat. The ſame, go. [Exit Edward.] What an Inun- 
Jation of Doctors have 5 ſent for! but *tis the Faſhion, no 
body dies without em; in Garrets and Cellars ---- 

The Doctor ſtands, and Death can never kill 


Before his Scythe de ſh *d with a Pill; | 
* IP mT” ACT 
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Scene, Dottor Medley's Lodgings. 
Emer Datior Medley, Novice, and Rhubarb. 

MEeDpLEevy. 


= do what I can, I'll do what I can. 

| Rhub. We muſt ſerve one another. 

Med. We muſt, Mr. Rhubarb —- his Lordſhip's a 
dead.man, and can't live itil Morning; however [ll 1.54 
in another Preſcription Doctor Worthy has not been there 
ſince ; has he? 

Rhub. N o, nor never ſhall, F'll engage! *T was time to 
drive him out of the Family ---why, His Bills were not 
two Inches broad ; they look'd fo like Writs, I was al- 
ways afraid of being arreſted when they came; --- an Apo- 
thecary would have a fine Time, if Phyſicians preſerib'd 
no more than what cou'd be taken. 

Med. O! it is wrong; a Bill of Phyſick ſhould be 
like a Bill of Fare, ſo many Courſes, whether he tdkes 
them or not. 

Nov. We have the ſame Practice in Oxford; I've ſeen 
a Gentleman ſo fortify d with Pills, Juleps, Bolus's, Pti- 
zans, Apoſems, Cordials, Drops, Spirits, and Emulſions, 
that in a Week's Time no body could get to the Bed-ſide, 
Rhub. Ay! they ate Men, --- earch is this young 

Gentleman a Phyſician ? 
Ned. And my particular Friend. 

. Rhbub. I honour, him. Sir, under the Example of 
Doctor Medley, you need not fear making your Fortune 


m a ſhort Time. 


Nov. I ſhall follow him in the Choice * 
cary. 5 
N C Rhad. 


. 
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Rbub. 4 Doctor, how will you proceed with the 
Dancing. aſter's Wife I brought you to laſt Night? 

Med. You know my Method, Vomit, Bleed, Bliſter, 
and Bark. | 

Rhub. But is not this a particular Caſe? 

Med. No matter; ſtick to a Method; --- there's inſide 
and outſide Application, and the Devil's in't if they both 


fail, 
Rhbub. ¶ Afide.] To kill her, ber. but that's not 


my Buſineſs. 
Enter a Norſe 


Nurſe. O here's the Doctor! I ſhall pleaſe him with 
this news. Dear Doctor Medley 
Med. Well, good Woman, how does your Maſter? | 
-* Narſe, A great deal better, Doctor, I ventured to give 
him ſome Water-gruel, and he's fit to go out. 

Med. You are an idle Woman, and don't underſtand : 
--- what Buſineſs have you to do any thing of your own 
Head? _ . 

Rbub. Hark ye, Doctor, if you don't take a Courſe 
with this damn'd Jade I may ſhut up Shop; he'll be well 


before he has taken five Pounds worth of Phyſick. 


Med. Let me alone, I have her on a Hank: --- You 
muſt know, there was a Merchant in the City, that gave 


me two Guineas a Time Fee, whom I cou'd have kept at 


leaſt a Fortnight longer, and ſhe unknown to me gave him 


ſome Sage-Poſſet Drink, and the Man recover'd in a Day 


and a Half, but I threaten'd her with the College, for 


pretending to give Phyſick, and brought her upon her f 


Knees.— Harkye, Nurſe. 
Nurſe. Doctor 
Med. Do you know what you do with this Water- 


gruel? --Remember your giving Phyſick ; --- let me have 
Oatmeal baniſh'd the Houſe, or I'll ſecure you from 


nurſing any more of my Patients. --- Water-gruel ! 
Te very Doctor, he's well, he's riſing! - 


6 . 


Med. 


Lowe't the Phyſician. ä 
Med. How's that ! run immediately, and bid him keep 


his bed *till I come, or he's a dead Man. 


| | as [| Exeunt Nurſe and Rhubarb. 
PII teach him to be well before I have done with him. 


Euter Servant, and Edward. 


Serv. Sir, one from Sir Patient Careful. 
Edv. Doctor, my Maſter deſires you to come and ſee 
his Daughter. | 
Med. I come, Sir. . [Exit Edward. 
Harkye, Tom, run to Mr. Rhubarb, and bid him make up 
my Method, for Sir Patien!”s Daughter. | Exit Servant. 
"Nov. Before you ſee her, Doctor? 
Med. Ay, ay, to qualify her Conſtitution for a Courſe. 
And now, my dear Friend and Kinſman, fince you are 


come to practiſe in this Town, by what means do you pro- 


poſe to grow a famous Phyſician ? 

Nov. By Study and Obſervation in Phyſick. 

Med. Ha! ha! ha! why do you think to be employ'd 
as a Doctor becauſe you know Phyſick ? --- Harkye, can 
you talk of Horſes, Politicks, Whores, Building, and 
„ & So | 

Nev. Not much. 

Med. Then ſtudy em! go me to New-Market, take 
your Degrees under the Proteſtant, and lay your Mony 
upon Bay Luſty, and you'll make your Fortune in thre 
Months. FL | 

Nov. Strange Qualifications for a Doctor. 

Med. Nothing elſe will do, Sir; I might have pored 
my Eyes out over Galen or Hippocrates, and never been 
heard of, if I had not fall'n into the Acquaintance of Sir 
Focky Donefirſt, and Sir James lived ſome Years 
in the ſame Miſtake as you, would have mounted a Gar- 
ret for five Shnllings, and People would truſt nothing in my 
Hands but their Wives; but now I keep my Coach, and 
my Coach keeps me; a Man muſt act politickly, if Phy- 
ſick won't work its Way thro* the World, you muſt tack 
it to another Quality and make it pals, 

| C2 | Nov. 
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Nov. Is this Receipt infallible ? 2 
Med. Try, and judge, as a Brother Doctor ays. — 

Five Years ago I was {.nt for only to ſuch ſlovenly Dif- 

eaſes as Gripes, Head-achs, and Surfeits,--- I never 2 1 

of the refin'd Diſorders of the Spleen and Vapour;— - 
= all the Diſtempers I cure nom are only imaginary, 

the great Secret is to keep my Patients from fancying 
themſelves well, 
Nov, There's ſome Art in that. 
Med, But the only Confuſion to a Phyſician is to come 
when a Patient's dead: To prevent which, where there's 
the leaſt Suſpicion, I go on the other Side of the Way,. 
and if the Window's open I march off; for tis a conſtant 

Practice, as ſoon as the Man's dead, they think he can't 

have too much Air, and by this Rule I have * 

twenty of thoſe Shocks within this F ortnight. 


Enter à Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord Loveverſe's Man is below, and 
ſays his Lordſhip is quite recover'd ; --- Mr. Bolus, your 
other Apothecary, gave him ſomething laſt N ight that 
cured him. 

Med. How's this! - cured him! a Raſcal! I han't Pa- 
tience! come along, Couſin, I'll have this Rogue made an 
Example, { Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Patient, and Lyſette. 


Zy, What will you do with all theſe Phyſicians ! Is not 
one-enough to kill one Perfon ? 
Sir Pat. Hold your peace, *tis ſafer to have many 
Counſellors. 
Ty/. You'll be ſtrangely edify*d, Uncle; they'll tell 
ou in Latin that your Daughter's ſick. 
Sir Pat. Huſh, here are the Doctors. 


Enter Caudle, Refugee, and Ticklepulſe. 


Well, Gentlemen, how do you find my Daughter ? 
Tick. Very bad, very bad. | 


Ref. 


1 
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* Ref. Your Child be very much ſick. 

Caudle. Sick indeed] but let us conſult. 

Lyf. Doctor Ticklepulſe, your Servant. | 
Tick. Madam, I am yours; pray how does your Lady- 
ſhip's Coachman ? Ay | 
 Lyſ. Very well, Doctor, he's dead. 

. Tick. How, Madam! dead! impoſſible! | 

Lyſ. We were ſo ignorant as to believe ſo, Doctor, and 
have bury'd him. | 

Sir Pat. Peace, Impertinence.-— And pray, Gentle-, 
men, to your Debates out of hand, and though it be not 
the Cuſtom to Fee you firſt, yet to make , thing 
eaſy. [Giving Fees.) And now, Gentlemen, we'll leave 

u 


ou. 
8 Ly/.: Though I ſhan't underſtand their Latin and their 
hard Words, I have a mind to averhear theſe wiſe Men. 

Tick. Come, Gentlemen, ſhall we fit? [ Exit Sir Pat, 

Caudle. Pray, Doctor —— 

Tick. No Ceremony, but to the Matter in Hand. 

| [They fit. 
Enter Medley in a heat. 


Med. A Rogue, a Villain; was ever Man ſerved thus? 

Omnes. Doctor, yours, what's the. matter? 

Med. The matter, Gentlemen; never was a Phyſician 
uſed ſo by a raſcally Apothecary; I had a Patient in my 
HFands three quarters of a Year, and this Slave has cured 
him in two Days. ITE TP 

Tick, An impudent Raſcal ! 

Med. Gentlemen, will you credit me? to ſerve this 
ungrateful Fellow I have made Bills more like a Taylor's 
than a Doctor's, preſcrib'd the Bark to every Body be- 
cauſe he had bought a Quantity of it, and made my Pa- 
tients die with the Phyſick in their Mouths z nay, have 
preſcribed after I knew they were dead. — And to meet 
with this Return at laſt, - | 

Ly/. This is an excellent Fellow, [ Aide. 

Caudle. Theſe Apothecaries will ruin us. 2 

Med., 


© - as * * 
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Med. But not to interrupt you, e 


Enter Sir Patient. 


- Sir Pat. Doctor Medley, I heard you were come. 
Have you ſeen my Daughter ? 

Med. Yes, yes, I look'd in. 

Sir Pat. Then here, Doctor. [Grves Money. 

Med. Sir, you oppreſs me. 


Sir Pat. And, Gentlemen, to your Conſultation, Pl. 


cifturb you no more. [ Exit, 


[They fit, after ſome Ceremony of Coughing. 


2 Now for the grave Conſultation. [ Aide. 


Med. You wou'd not think, Gentlemen, what a won- 


derful Creature a Horſe is. 


- Ty/. How's that? [Afide. | 
Mad. J laid upon the Scotch Gelding this Meeting, he 


ran a Four-mile Courſe in eight Minutes. 

Tick. Wonderful! 

Caudle. There's certainly, in all Creatures, the ſame dif- 
ference as amongſt Men. 

Med. As your Nobles, and Commoners, and Slaves, 
I may account now the Brutes that drag me are on a 
level with Tradeſmen. 

Tick. And my Pad-nag with an Eſquire. 


| Ty. This indeed is Phyſick, I have enough. [ Exil. 


Ref. Morbleau! we conſulta juſt ſo in France. 


Caudle. My favourite Horſe, Cods-head, has languiſhed 


a great while with a Strain in his Back. 

Med. Ay, nothing will recover that Beaſt but the Cor- 
tex, or a Steel Corte: 

Tick. Why, really if it were not for 4 eng ſo uſeful 
an Animal we might make fine Experiments, and im- 
prove as much as we do upon human Bodies. 

Nef. Me be againſt dat, for if the Phyſician turn the 
Faryer, Morbleau, the Faryer will turn de Phyſician. 

Caudle. But, to the Purpoſe ; what is your Opinion, 
Gentlemen, of Doctor Worthy's Way of Practice? he al- 


* 1 * and never will conſult as we do. 
. - Oni 
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Ones. Wrong, Sir, wrong, Sir. k 

Ref., The Formality be de chief Buſineſs. | 

Med. Certainly, and to break through that will deſtroy 
all Phyſick. —I never yield to it. I was ſent for tother 
Day, with four other Doctors, to my Lady Swallowdrugs, 
who was at the laſt Extremity, and- her Friends. would 
have had us order'd ſomething immediately; but, ſacred 
to our Rule, I wou'd do nothing before Wwe conſulted, 
and the Patient dy d bravely. in the midſt of our Debates. 

Caudle. Which will ſerve for the Inſtruction of the living, 
to ſend for Phyſicians in time. 

Tick, Right, right, a dead Man is but a dead Man; 
but a Formality neglected is a Prejudice to the whole 
Body of Phyſicians. 


Enter Sir Patient. 


Sir Pat. Gentlemen, my Daughter grows very bad, 
and I beg you to tell me what you reſolved on. ol 

Caudle. Come, Gentlemen. 

Med. Sir, with Submiſſion. 

Ref. Pardonnez-moi, Monſieur Ticklepulſe.. 

Tick, Doctor Pauvre Hugonot, I always am civil to 
Strangers. 

Sir Pat, I beſeech you, Gentlemen, lay aſide Cere- 
mony, and conſider the Occaſion. 825 

ck. 

phe te c The Diſtemper. | 

Tick. Sir, 

Caudle. Pardon me. 

Tick, Sir, we have been in earneſt Conſultation about 
your Daughter, and her Diſtemper is certainly the V. apours 
to a great Degree : and if ſhe does not bleed ſhe's a dead 
Woman. 

Sir Pat. Ha! her Mother was troubled with Vapours. 

Caudle. Sir, her Diſtemper is the Stone, and I have the 
one Noſtrum in England that can help her. 

ir Pat. Ha! now I think on't, her Grandmotker, 
was troubled with it. 8 


Carudle, 
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Caudle, And if Care ber'r taken to remove it ſhe'll 
die. | 


Ref. Juſt the contrary, Sir, ber Dia be du pern 
S and de only Cure upon Earth be dis: 1 of 
Antimony. 4 
Sir Pat. The green Sickneſs, Doctor — 

Med. Sir Patient, hark ye, to deal friendly with you, 
for in theſe "Caſes a Man muſt tell his Mind, your 
Daughter's Diſtemper is — ae And, if ſhe don't 
take a Dozen or two of my v omits, ſhe's an undone 
Woman. 

Sir Pat. How, Doctor! why, I have kept her nder 
Lock and Key all her Life. 

Med. That may be, I can't ſay whoſe Fault it is, ſhe 
has it, that's certain. 

Ref. Sir, believe me, your Daughter have the green 
Sickneſs, and if de proper Medicine be not Ph the be 
loſt. 

Sir Pat. Do you think 6? 

Caudle. I ſay, Sir Patient, tis the Stone, you know 
her Grandmother had it before her. 

Sir Pat. Very true. 
Tick. And her Mother the 8 conſider that. 
Sir Pat. I don't know what to ſay, nor what Reſolu- 


tion to take, divided *twixt fo jarring Opinions. 


Enter Lyſette. 


. Ty. Harkye, Uncle, you ſee how theſe Gentlemen difa- 
gree, and that there is no Certainty in their Counſels, if 
you would have my Couſin cured, there is a Mountebank 
in Town that does Wonders ; has a particular Method, 
without Drugs, or naſty Phyfick. | 
Sir Pat. Ay! this muſt be an extraordinary Perſon. 
Ey. Theſe ellows are all Cheats, and ignorant Quacks; 
their Conſultation was only, which Rotte f ran beſt at New-_ 
market, and how they might, at the ſame Time, * 

a Patient from dying and growing well. | 
Sir Pat. Rogues! 
| LIN yt. 
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Zy. Come along with me, and leave theſe F ellows to 
abuſe one another. 
Sir Pat. For this time you ſhall govern me. —Gentle- 
men, yours; when you can agree among yourſelves, I'll 
ſend for you again. | [Exeunt with Lyſette. 
Tick. Ha! What ſays he? What ſays he? 
Mid. Says he! — that if we make Rogues of one 
another, we ſhall never make Fools of other People —- 
Death, Gentlemen, don't you know that we muſt ſubſiſt 
| like other Confederates, by hanging together ? If we 
don't look, about us, the Apothecaries will ſtrike in with 
the Town, and ruin all — beſides, Gentlemen, you leave 
nd Encouragement for People to be ſick. 
Tick. Tis very true, Faith, 2 
Med. You ſee what a Harveſt is before us! So vaſt, 
that the dulleſt of us all grow rich. To what a height 


might we carry the Fear of Dying amongſt Mankind, it 
we were wile | and how maleable would that one F oible | 


make People, had we the leaſt Addreſs. —Why, Gentle- 
men, I have perſuaded half a dozen Ladies into a Belief, 
that no Female can be in perfect Health on a Friday, and 
don't queſtion, with a little Application, to make the 
Ladies“ Sick Days as well known as their Viſiting ones. 
And laſtly, Gentlemen, to revenge ourſelves of theſe raſ- 
cally Apothecaries, that in time will come to have the 
killing of as many as ourſelves : Let us all ſtrike in with 
the Diſpenſary, and make our Reſentments paſs for Cha- 
rity and lick Spirit. | 


Diſcarded Courtiers, Patriots thus commence, 
The Reaſon Self, their Country the Pretence. [Ex. 


. Aer 


os Rn. Dices or, 


Ker ern 


Enter Clitander and Harry, with another Servant, dreſs'd 
| lite Monntebanks. Sir Patient and Lyſette. 


LySETTE, 


"HERE, Sir, there is one that cures all Ditenpen 
of the Body; and that other is the Doctor himſelf, 
the Wonder of the World for Diſtempers of the Mind; 
he's a Seventh Son of a Seventh Son, and laughs at all 
your College- Doctors. I'll tell him you want him. 
Sir Pat. Do ſo. — There muſt be ſomething in theſe 
People, they have ſo many Admirers. | 
Clit. Gentlemen and Ladies, I have done for to-day ; 
to-morrow at this time, if I am not ſent for to Court, ex- 
pect me again. 
| [The Crewd difperſer, the Dottors and their Fallowers 
come forwards. 
Sir Pat. Doctor, I uy informed of your wonderful 
Qualifications, and e favour of you to viſit m 
Do ter. * ; [To Clitander, 
Cui. Sir, my Remedies are very different from other 
Phyſicians; they Vomit, Bleed, Bliſter, and Phyſick; 
o 
0 
. Lyſ. Baht I tell you, Sir! 
Sir Pat. A very great Man, this! 
Clit.. Let me feel your Pulſe, Sir. — Your Daughter 
* very bag, 
Sin Pat. My Daughter, Sir ? 
Chit. Yes, your Daughter, Sir; by the £ Sympathy that 
is between the Parent and the Child, I find your Daugh- 
ter is in a deſperate condition. 


Sir Pat. 


- * 
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Sir Pat. Come along, Doctor, you ſhan't ſtay a Mi- 
nute longer. — my Child's cured ! | 

Clit. Sir — 

Sir Pat. Not a Word more, Doctor; along. 

[ Exit Sir Patience. 

Ly/. And if ſhe be not cured, your Medicines an't fo 

d as I took *em for. \ 

Clit. My dear Engineer, I owe ſo much to thee in this 
Matter, that I'm reſolved to cure more of the Family than 
Lucinda. | 

Ly. Have a Care what you promile z for in your Way 


of Practice one Patient is enqugh for one Phyſician. 
[ Exeunt oinnes. 


Enter Lucinda nd Doris. Chairs and Tables. 


Luc. Good Doris, let me intreat thee to endure a little 
the Pain of being ſilent. 

Dor. *Las, Madam, you are melancholy, and I mult 
talk to you to divert you. 

Luc. Divert me! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Dor. My Maſter charged me to cure your Spleen. 

Luc. He has found out the oddeſt Cure of it that ever 

was. —— Doris, how old are you?” 

Dor. She's mad. [ Aide.] Why do you ask, Madam? 

Tuc. Becauſe no Woman ever cured the Spleen at 
Fifty, Nurſe. 


Enter Sir Patient, Clitander, and Rs * 
Attendants, 


Lyſ. Here's your Patient, Doctor, now try your Skill 
upon her, and ſhew a Remedy that is not in the Diſpen- 


ſary.— Come, Uncle, let's leave them together. 

Sir Pat. No, no, I'll ſtay. 

Lyſ. Indeed you ſhan't, Uncle ; why, he has Queſtions 
to put to her that are not proper for you to hear, | 
[They retire. 
Clit. How lucky has been our Stratagem you ſee, 


Madam, theſe Moments are not to be loſt, do you but 


favour the Deceit and Jam happy. 


D 2 8 Luc. 
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Tuc. Alas! What farther Happineſs can you hope, but 


this of being near me? 


Clit. To be for ever near you. 
Luc. How*s'that poſſible? 


Ct. If I can conjure up a Prieſt, and make your Fa- | 
her himſelf, as much as he's againſt ; it, PR you to 


me in Marriage, what would you fay ? 

Luc, Ves! yes! yes! yes! 

"Clit. There's Eloquence enough i in that Word to move 
a Hermit! 

Sir Pat. Ha! methinks they are very cloſe. [To Lyſette. 

Ly/. Oh, that is to obſerve her Phyſiognomy, and the 
Lines of her Face, in ſome Caſes he muſt be cloſer yet, 
bei he does any good. 

Sir Pat, Is't poſſible? 

Luc. The Pleaſure riſes with the Hope, but I'm afraid 
I ſhan't be able to keep my Countenance, and if my Fa- 
ther ſhou'd ſee 8 it all's undone 
Cut. Don't think of the Devil and he won't appear. 

Sir Pat. Ha! ſhe ſmiles, I muſt go to em: Well, 
Doctor, I perceive your Patient is altered. 

Clit. You muſt obſerve, Sir, that the Spirit has a mighty 
Power over the Fleſh, and my Way is always to cure the 
Mind before I tamper with the Body; in order to which I 
examine the Lines of the Viſage and Hands, and by the 
Art I have acquired, I find that your Daughter' s Diſeaſe 
is in her Mind, and that the Diſorder of it proceeds from a 
wild Imagination, and a depraved Deſire of; being married. 
Sir Pat. A ſtrange Man this. 

© Clit. This Sort of Madneſs is very rare, for M: 


it ſelf ſends many to Bedlam, and I don't wonder at it; 1 


have had from my Childhood a conſtant Averſion to it. 
Hr Pat. A great Phyſician, | 
(hi. But now, Sir, the only Way of Cure is, to flatter 
| the Imagination « of the Patient, to ſtrike in with the Diſ- 
eaſe, and make it acceſfary to its own Cure. 


. hate a Thing is to give you a Surfeit of it. 
\3J 5. | 


I As you know, Uncle, the ſureſt Way to make you 
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Cht. 1 find; Sir, that ſhe is reduced to an 


and there will be Danger if ſhe be not ſuddenly helped — | 


I juſt touched upon her Folly, and told hee, I came to 


demand her of her Father in Marriage, when of a ſudden 


her Viſage changed, her Cheeks bloom'd ! her Eyes ſpark- 
led! = if you'd but ſupport that Error for a — Flows 
you'll ſee her ly reſtor d. | 
Sir Pat. n 2 
Quit. And after that we may apply other Remedies, that 
will confirm her Mind, and quite remove that wild Ima- 


gination 
Sir Pat. Right, right, the beſt Thing in * World, let's 
apply it immediately.---Well, Child, I here is a Genie 


that would marry you, and I have given him ens 


Luc. How, Sir, is't poſſible? 

Sir Pat. Ay, my Dear, 1 agree'to't. 
Luc. But do you indeed? 

Sir Pat. Yes, yes, my dear Lucinda, 

Luc. And you, Sir, are willing to be my Hutband? 
Clit. Yes, Madam, proud of it. 2 
Luc. And my Father conſents tom? © + 162 

Sir Pat. I ds, I do, my dear Child. 

Luc. How happy am I, if this be real! 

Sir Pat. Ha! ha! poor Fool. [Afe. 
Clit. Doubt it not, Madam; I have been WM . your' 


 Adorer, and die with Deſire to become your Husband: I 


came hither for that End, and if you would have me ſpeak 
ingenuouſly, this Habit is but a Diſguife, and I made my 


ſelf a Doctor for an Opportunity to * you, and to 


crown my Wiſhes. 
Sir Pat. He acts it rarely T 1.x 
Luc. You give me tender Inſtances ol 8 


and I am as ſenſible as I can be of ſo generous a Paſſion. 2 


Ly/. Do you mind her! 

Sir Pat. 14e, I do, a pleaſant Way of Curel he makes 
a Fool of her to bring her to her Wits! : 

Lyſ. A common Thing! we ſee Men food out of their 
nan at Play, who come to their Senſes by that Time 
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they are undone; but it vexes me to ſee" Woman 
— Uriel. Pour 34 
Sir. Pat. Mum! you R 
Luc. But ſhall he teally be my Husband, Father? 
- Sir Pat. He ſhall, he ſhall. 


Luc. But where's the Prieſt? b 
Sir Pat. What ſhall we do now, Door ? all ſpoiled: 


my Servants is a Prieſt. 

Sir Pat. Excellent! ha, ha, ha, 1 ſhall die with the 
Conceit, and ſpoil the Ceremony. lere, here, | Takes 
bur Hens. } gave yours, Sir, a little, [ Only to make be- 
lieue. ! LA lde. 

Chit. But — 

Sir Pat. Nay, only to footh her Madneſs, — here, re- 
ceive her. [Stifling a Laugh. 
Cit. Take then, as a Pledge of my Faith, this Ring. 

(9? [ Prieſt gives bis Benedictian 


Ke and Lucinda kneel, and while they are in that 
Poſture a Servant brings Clitander's Mig, which be 


puts on.] 
Sir Pat. [ Afide to Lyſette ] Now all's done; ha! ha! 
hal — Fool, ſhe's ſatisfy'd. 
hat a wicked Man are you to cheat her ſo; but 
5 Fr. Way will you deviſe to amuſe her at Night, Uncle! 2 
Sir Pat. Ha! ha! ha! tell her tis 3 to have 
ſeparate Beds, and then 
Turns, and ſees em kneeling. 
Ha! bleſs me, what's here! where's the Doctor? N 
Cl. You'll find him in your Son- in- law. 
Tuc. Your Pardon, and your Bleſſing, Sir. [They riſe. 
Sir Pat. Why, Couſin, — - 
, 1 told you, Uncle, he'd bring her to her Senſes. 
© - "Sir Pat. Ha! and I tell you I ll reduce her to her Mad- 
neſs: again! for this imaginary Marriage will ſignify little, 
5 one Comfort. Thou ſhallow plotting Lover | ha! * 


% 


again 
Clit. Let me ſee, Sir urea. her that one of 


ha! wit Clitander ! to think that an idle Footman's read- 
ing the Ceremony would be ſufficient to make a Marriage, 


Lowe's the Phyſcion. | 23 


ha! ha! 

Clit. *T was not, Sir, to diſhonour the Church, that I 
put a Prieſt into a Livery, - but --- [Strips the Footman. 

Sir Pat. Father Nicholas ! it is real then, and am I 
cheated ? 

Lyſ. I told you, Unele, this Doctor would do Won- 
ders! 

| Sir Pat. He has made all ſafe ! and *tis in vain to vex. 
--- Harkye, Sir, ſince you've had the Aſſurance to marry 
my Daughter 

Clit. With your Conſent, Sir, I wou'd not do any thing 
without. your Approbation. 

Sir Pat. Here's a Rogue ! ---- That your Puniſhment 
may have an Affinity with your Crime, and my Satisfac- 


tion be exemplary, never ſee my Face _ — * you 
make me a --- Grandfather, 


Luc. My deareſt Father! 5 

Lyſ. Ha! ha! ha! right, Uncle, why that's the finiſh- 
ing Stroke, the only Way to ſettle her. Mind; ſhe'd a 
relaps'd without it. 
” Chit. I ſhall endeavour, Sir, to deſerve your good 

NON, — 

Sir Pat. Very well! and I'll anſwer for my Daughter, 
as' mad as ſhe is; ---- and now the Adventure is over,---- 


To Fathers, Brothers, Husbands, and all that ous to 


govern Woman, 


This Comfort from the Moral is convey'd; 
In what they like we're ſure to be obey d. 
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